THE  HIGHWAY OF  NATIONS

"Come on/5 he called. "Hurry lip, I can't stay here
all day."

Even the god realized that these stentorian tones
heralded an unusual visitor. He had better get up after
all.

At this stage the representative of a German engineering
firm joined us. Speaking fluent English, and looking a
shade dishevelled, his face bore signs of an infinite and
practised patience.

"They kept me here all night," he said, glancing round
the squalid hut with anything but pleasure. "I arrived
from Kermanshah after five o'clock, when the Customs
House officially closes. They would not clear me, so I
, had to sleep in my car until this morning. What makes it
more annoying is that two miles farther on I could have
rested in comfort at the railway station. I might even
have caught the train last night. I have waited one hour
already this morning."

We searched his face, whereon lay proof that, from
bitter experience, he had found the course of waiting the
only possible one to cope with the leisurely authorities.
He was soon to see otherwise. The D.P. cleared decks for
action.

"Is he getting up?" he demanded.

Yes, he was. Shortly afterwards, from the inner room
came a tousled grey head of hair set on a tall frame, still
half-asleep and blinking strangely at us.

"Do you speak English?"

Grisly wagged his head. We understood nothing by
the movement.

"Parlez-vous Frangais ? "

"Gertainement"

"Bon.   Monsieur est U douanier?"

The D.P. tempered justice with mercy. He resorted
to the sword only when he deemed the sword to be
necessary.
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